JESS    LEFT   ALONE

his turn again. His own house was in the
Tenements, far from the brae in winter time,
but he always said to Jess it was tf naething
ava."

Every Saturday old Robbie Angus sent a bag
of sticks and shavings from the saw-mill by his
little son Rob, who was afterwards to become
a man for speaking about at nights. Of all the
friends that Jess and Hendry had, T'nowhead
was the ablest to help, and the sweetest memory
I have of the farmer and his wife is the delicate
way they offered it. You who read will see Jess
wince at the offer of charity* But the poor have
fine feelings beneath the grime, as you will
discover if you care to look for them, and when
Jess said she would bake if anyone would buy,
you would wonder to hear how many kindly
folk came to her door for scones.

She had the house to herself at nights, but
Tibbie Biise was with her early in the morning,
and other neighbours dropped in. Hot for long
did she have to wait the summons to the better
home.
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